* Echoen shuffles up against you, your lil' brother swishing his coon tail a bit. "Bro....?"
Insomnicoon: Squeeeee. Hi! Whatcha doooooing?
Insomnicoon: (Eee! Does little brother have biiiiiigger balls?)

* Echoen squirms a bit, leaning closer. "I... I can't sleep. I feel full, but... here." He places a slender paw on his crotch, which has shapes in it, bulges you've not noticed before.

Echoen: (Under his jammies)
Insomnicoon: (Hee. You playful critter! What's got into you? :P )
Echoen: (Honestly can't sleep, now feelin' pretty spunky :) )
Insomnicoon: (Rowrf. Wanna be my little brother who's had a few serious growth-spurts lately. One of them even pumped him taur!)
Echoen: (Thinkin' of coons, boys, growin'....)

Insomnicoon: He gives you a playful nuzzle and looks down to see what you're pawing at. He's a pretty big kid himself, melon-sized balls that look even bigger because of the thick fluff. "Yeah?"
Insomnicoon: (Hee. Pumped taur one night? Later, hextaur? Maybe even more after that? Uh oh!)

* Echoen huffs a bit, and pulls down hir jammies until they're around his knees. He's sporting a big fat sheath, four inches wide and about six long, huge for a six year old. His nuts are huge fluffy things, larger than apples, pretty round and obviously overfull. He slowly strokes a paw over his sac, cupping one of his nuts. "They're grooowwwing..." He moans cutely, his nuts pumping up to orange-size before your eyes. He grinds his tauric butt to the floor, practically dry-humping it, obviously growing down there too. Pretty serious growth too, as a whole lot of white spunk lazily pours from the two foot long mass of black coon boner he's sporting down there.

Insomnicoon: He squeaks in surprise when you tug your pants down and show that off, but when they grow he lets out a quiet, breathless squeal, eyes going really wide. His own are big, sure, even bigger than that, but he's needed a while to grow into them. Sure, a few weeks ago they weren't quite as huge, but he's eight, he's supposed to be growing a lot, right?
Insomnicoon: (Mmf. Think little brother could be younger and...loooonger?)
Insomnicoon: (Four years old, eight legs? Or more by now? Rowrf.)

* Echoen huffs a bit more, swishing his long tail. He lifts up a cutebig forepaw, rubbing it against your thigh. He wishes he was six. Maybe that would be old enough to know how to deal with these feelings. But he's just three, and he's got more of himself than he knows what to do with. While his middle-taur body grinds and humps at the ground, his hextaur segment stands a bit prouder and taller, his cock nearly reaching his next set of legs.... his fat coon nuts reaching his ankles, bigger than basketballs. He's way too productive, pure seed 'leaking' out over his foresac about a half-liter ever second. Half as bad as his octaur segment, which has grown a whole lot bigger since he came in here to show you and ask for help. See, the problem isn't that he's sporting two five-foot pricks from there, and it isn't really a problem that his eight beanbag-chair balls are producing so much cum that he's slopping all over the floor. It's that his /pentaur/ cocks have somehow found their way into his octaur pussy, three of them stuffed deep, and he's well on his way to making a new little brother or sister for you. Maybe that's how all this got started, he tried to fit one in himself, and couldn't take it out, and just started growin' to compensate. It's bad enough that his other, longer taurbodies are bend 'round the corner of the door and crammed in every orafice of our little coon sister. And she's got mom and pop stuffed full downstairs in the living room.

Insomnicoon: (Eee. It's like you clambered up out of the basement and into my bedroom and stuffed *everything* along the way!)
Insomnicoon: His little sister has grown to be hugely taur, his little brother even more so, and here he is, the only two legged sibling of the bunch. He could handle that before, back when he was the biggest of the bunch in at least one way, but that was quickly over-shadowed by taursheaths. How can you keep up with those? They're huge, and that's just what's nestled up before your first set of taur legs, the second set loaded down even more fully. His cock shoves up beneath his shirt and jams to his shoulder, arching stiffly, material stretched. "Hey you're - you're growing again?" He watches those balls up front pillow out massively.

* Echoen coonchirrs, panting a bit, stepping forward closer to you. He rubs his chest against your bulging shirt and groin, watching it shoot up higher. He rubs his fattening, melon-sized balls to your shaft, cupping both his nuts, using them like tits to smoosh around you. His big black erection thumps against his chest, painting his striped fur with pre. He grabs your hips with his forepaws, squeezing at them. His cock slides under your shirt, rubbing with your own.

Insomnicoon: (Little sister is real big too, huh? She's grown to be?)

Echoen: (Mmm, thinking of coons running laps at the track, their sheaths jammed up into thier shirts, jiggling and slapping around, bigger every lap. Running next to some non-enhanced boys and girls, who step in the leaked spunk on the track, and are filling up their shirts pretty soon after)

Insomnicoon: He can feel your balls bulge and stretch out bigger so much better when you shove them to his shaft and rub them around. They twitch, swell up, weigh down, and rumble a little as if having quite the internal strain at times. What's got him breathless is how they're nearly a match for his own when you shove them to his chest, but they quickly grow to double that size, basketballs, near beachballs before long. He's got balls from navel to knees just because of how much of you is pressed in! Your shaft, too, gets so thick, bulking out beyond his own forearm thick shaft until nearly the breadth of his waist!